his little black peepers, pipe, hearty laugh, broken
English, and warm welcome, was in the back-
ground. I went to the very spot where one of
the old man's slaves amused Sam and myself
with an imitation of a turkey that no artist has
ever yet been able to supplant in my memory."
This Heindrick Frey was a noted character of
the Mohawk Valley over one hundred years ago.
It was, however, to the first home on Otsego's
shore that the future creator of American
romance was brought when a babe some thir-
teen months old. Here, in the heart of the
wilderness, his infancy was passed. Otsego I tall
sheltered his budding boyhood and young man-
hood. Grace and refinement dwelt within the
household; without, voices of the forest awak-
ened and nurtured his naturally active mind,
which later on was not less influenced by the
mysteries of the sea. The Six Nations were
yet a power in the Mohawk Valley, then the
highway to the land of the setting sun beyond.
And they are now remembered in the names of
the principal lakes and streams of the country
that once was theirs. The boy was face-to-face
with the " grim warriors, braves, and chieftains
that the man, Fenimore Cooper, translated into
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